TWELVE 


THE UPLIFT 


The Flag That Never Struck. 


By Major Dunbar. 


(In the war of the Revolution, the 
young and feeble navy of the colo- 
nies performed feats unsurpassed by 
any deeds of heroism and bravery in 
ancient or modern times. The 
powerful ships of the English were 
frequently held at bay and forced to 
strike their colors to some small ves- 
sel, on board of which were men as 
brave as those who bled at Ther- 
mopylae, or fell at Marathon. One 
achievement ought not to pass into 
oblivion. John Cowper, of Nanse- 
mond county, Va., as brave a man 
as ever breathed, sailed from Nanse- 
mond river in a small barque, called 
the Dolphin, and engaged the ene- 
mies of his country near Cape Hen- 
ry. The Dolphin was seen from the 
shore hotly engaged with two huge 
eruisers;—the conflict was long— 
night spread her curtain over the 
desperate scene. The Dolphin and 
her crew never returned to land. 
The fate of the cruisers is likewise 
unknown. The chief officers of the 
Dolphin, beside her gallant Captain, 
were Lieutenants Philip Chamber- 
layne, James Cunnigham and Frank 
Lennis, and Surgeon Dr. Simeon 
Harris. The crew in all, numbered 
70. Captain Cowper before weigh- 
ing anchor, deliberately nailed his 
flag to the masthead, and declared 
that he would never strike it to an 
enemy.) 


’Twas when the foes of liberty, 
Hung on Columbia’s coast, 
When our sires arose in arms to 
meet 
The bold invading host; 
There was one deed of bravery 
Of which the South may boast. 


It was not in the tented field, 
Nor in beleaguered town, 

Tho’ there our gallant sires did win 
A world wide renown, — 

It was upon the surging tide, 
When friend and foe went down. 


The British vaunted of their power, 
And bravery on the sea;— 
They had been conquerors on the 
deep 
In many a victory, 
But met at Jast their conquerors— 
The Sons of Liberty. 


A feeble little barque was manned 
By valiant hearts and true, 
And named the Dolphin, by her 
brave 
Commander, and his crew, 
She left the winding Nansemond, 
The plunderers to pursue. 


A thick and = sulphurous cloud of 
smoke, 
Has veiled the strife from view— 
Where death is busy mustering 
His bloody mangled crew— 
The Dolphin thins the foeman’s 
ranks, 
The patriot aim is true. 


The gallant Cowper trode her deck, 
As she swept past knoll and fen, 
And numbered his devoted crew— 
(They were three score and _ ten,) 
A little, but gallant band 
Of Lion-Hearted men. 


Beneath a gloomy moonless sky, 
The midnight air hung damp, 
A hazy fog lay like a pall 
Above the Dismal Swamp;-— 
Far off was seen the watch fire’s 
gleam, 
Besides the spoilers camp. 


On swept the bark with steady keel, 
’Round silent point and bay, 

Her gallant crew with sword and 

brand 

Stood ready for the fray— 

To meet the vandal plunderers 
“By dawning of tne day.’’ 

The gallant Cowper cheered his crew 
And thus, to them, did say: 


“The crimson dawn has streak’d the 
east 
The tide runs swift and fast, 
Unfurl our dear country’s flag, 
And nail it to the mast; 
We’ll meet the proud usurping foe, 
Ere yon dim cape is past. 


And by my bleeding native land, 
I swear where’er we go, 

Our nobie flag shall ne’er be struck 
To any dastard foe; 

No! Rather let us sleep in death, 
Yon swelling waves below.”’ 


Around him stands his fearless crew, 
They deign no vain reply, ° 

But noble-hearted courage gleams 
In every patriot’s eye.-— 

A band of heroes who will win 
The victory, or die. 


The breeze bears on the little Larque, 
Across the guarded bay; 
With flag nailed to her 
mast, 
She hurries to the fray. 
The proud ships of the spoiler loom, 
High in the twilight grey. 


List! 


bending 


to the cannon’s thundering 
roar, 
As toe and foe comes on, 
To battle with the fragile bark 


That braves them all alone; 
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And boldly answers their salutes 
In a defiant tone. 
Now, God protect the gallant hearts, 
Great God! protect the Right, 
For never has the world seen 
A more unequal fight; 
The foe surrounds the 
sail, 
To crush her in their might. 


venturious 


Surrounded by her ruthless foes, 
The Dolphin scatters wide 
Death’s shafts but oh! a faithless 
plank 
Has started in her side, 
She slowly sinks with flag upstuck 
Beneath the treacherous tide. 


Unquelled her gallant crew fight on, 
Around their shivered mast, 

And bravely on their craven mast, 
Their grappling irons are cast--- 
The patriots cheer, the foemen wail, 

For friend and foe sinks fast. 


With flag unstrvek, the Dolphin 
sunk 
Beneath the foaming wave, 
And friend and foe have fallen 
asleep--- 
The ocean is their grave; 
There sleep the vanquished enemy 
Beside the patriots brave. 


The sun was rising in the East, 
When pealed the ecannon’s roar, 


The sun had sunk far in the West: 


Ere the bloody fight was o’er; 
When on the bosom of the deep, 
The Dolphin rode no more. 


And long the maids of Nansemond, 
Watched by the lonely strand, 
To welcome back the noble crew, 
That ne’r returned to land 
Their flag unstruck floats, o’er their 
tomb 
On ocean’s yellow sand. 


And _ shal] Columbia’s hallowed flag; 
Brook insult from the slaves, 
Of feeble despots, as it floats 
Above its own blue waves? 
Great God! Forbid, else we have 
fallen 
Upon degenerate days. 
Suffolk, Va., July 2nd, 1858. 
—‘“‘Christian Sun.”’ 
Some are weather-wise, some are 
otherwise.---Franklin. 


In jealousy there’s more self-love 
than love.---La Rochefoucauld. 


He that’s ungrateful has no guilt 
but one.---Young. 


The night is far spent, the day is 
at hand; let us therefore cast off the 
works of darkness, and let us put on 
the armor of light.---Romans 13:12. 


